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I -MEANWHILE AT GAMATt4A'& Uaii<$£ ... 



I DECLARE — THIS MAT X FOUNP ^ 
l£ BEAUTIFUL/ NO WONDER A*e. WAVES 
WAS SO SAflTTEN WITH /WE,/ 




WHAT?/ YOU DiDNT (SET TN© HAT *" 

FROM TMAT 5C»ffEC«OW?yoU FOOLS/ 
DON'T yOU IcrNOVV WHAT THAT MAT 
/V1B«NS TO OS ^ THAT'S NO ORDIHAHY 
HAT / IT'S WORTH Mil - 
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YOU KNOW THE RUCKUS 
RAISED &Y OUR STEAUN 
THAT GOLD ArtlWE /WAP LAST 
MONTH AND HOW THE LAW'S 
BEEN NOSIN'ASOUNP EVER 
SINCE/ WELL , I SEWED 
THE AlAP INSfDE A1V HOUSE 
KEEPER'S HAT/ WITHOUT 

HEJ? KNOW1N ' F/GURlN' 

TO LEAVE IT TMEtfE TILL 

EVERYTHING COOLED OFF 



..BUT YESTERDAY WHEN J 
MY HOUSEtCEEPER WAS * 
ftlPIW ON THE TOP OF 
THE STAGE/ THE WIND 
BLEW THE HAT FROM HBB 
HEAP/ AND WHEN I -SENT 
YOU A4EN OUT LOOKIN ' 
FOR THE WAT, YOU RE- 
PORTED YOU SAW THIS 
SAMATwA JONES PICK IT 
UP AND CLAP IT ON WEf? 
OWN SONY MEAD / 



. 60 TODAY X SENT YOU 
OUT TO GET IT FROM HEC/ 
OUST ONE LONE FEMALE... 
ANO VOU COME BACK 
EMPTY- HANPEP/ SAW/ X 
'*5EE WHEKE X 'LL HAVE TO 

GO WITH YOU THIS TtMB 

NOW MOUNT UP .FAST/ 
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Meet Sheriff Mac Monrego 

in 
"Avenging Arrows" 



Peter Lowery was a happy cowboy as he 
rode his black stallion slowly along the road to 
Newton City. He had carefully saved part of 
his wages each month to buy a new russet 
stock saddle. Everybody knew that Padgitt 
Brothers, down in Dallas, Texas, were, the best 
saddle makers. There was a slight noise but it 
never reached his ears. An arrow hit him he 
tumbled off his horse. He was dragged for a 
few feet. Then the horse turned and the foot 
was released. The puzzled animal looked at 
the. man on the ground. Quickly the stallion 
dashed along the road to Newton City. 

"The West is growin' up mighty fast," 
complained a stout middle-aged man who wore 
on his open vest a deputy sheriff's badge. "In 
a few more years no more open range. Then 
what are the cattle men gotn' to do? Fight 
each other?" 

His words went into the right ear of his boss, 
Sheriff Mac Monrego. The famous sheriff of the 
West was strikingly handsome. Six feet two 
inches, in his socks, weighing about 182 pounds, 
broad shouldered, slim hipped, muscularly 
powerful, fast as the proverbial cat, he could 
be relaxed and tense at the same lime. His 
flaming red hair contrasted with his somewhat 
dark skin. For through his veins ran the blood 
of two proud families. The Monrego family had 
been famous in Castile for centuries. And the 
O'Rourke's had been equally well known in 
Ireland. Bridget* O'Rourke had fallen in love 
with Don Sebastian Monrego, who had made a 
business trip to Ireland. With the blessings of 
both families they had been married and then 
migrated to the New World. Their only off- 
spring was known as the most fearless law 
officer on this side of the Rio Grartde, 

The sheriff was about to reply to his deputy 
when the door to his office opened suddenly. 

"Riderless horse just come into town," said 
Mike Burrows. "And I'm a betUn' that horse 
belongs to Peter lowery. Something must have 



happened to him. Some blood on the side of 
the saddle." 

Within five minutes, the sheriff, his deputy 
and a half dozen volunteers were in the saddle. 
The horse seemed to sense just what they want- 
ed and turned around. The men followed the 
horse until the animal stopped. They dismount- 
ed and found the lifeless cowboy. 

"The Injuns are a-lookin' for trouble," 
snarled Mike Burrows. "Must have robbed him." 

The body was placed on the animal and 
the group headed back to town. 

"Why not go straight out to the Bar-X 
ranch where he worked?" suggested one of the 
men. "His boss, Ben Binder, should know of 
this outrage." 

"Ev," ordered the sheriff to his deputy, "you 
take Lowery to Doc Hitladay. I want that arrow. 
Tit look around here myself and see what clues 
I can find." 

So the deputy, Ev Kimball, went back to 
town with the boys and the late cowboy. 
Sheriff Mac Monrego dismounted and examined 
the ground carefully. His keen eyes saw the 
imprint of two moccasins. Then he found the 
imprints of a horse that told him it must be an 
Indian mount. For the braves of Chief Long 
Feather's tribe did not have horeshoes on their 
ponies. They tied each hoof with a strip of 
buffalo. Satisfied with what he had learned he 
rode back slowly to Newton City. He wanted 
time to think alone about this tragedy. 

"There's the arrow," remarked Doc Htltaday. 
"Know what this means, sheriff? The folks 
around here will want to go on the war path 
and teach the redskins a lesson. Run them right 
off their lands. St msans a lot of trouble." 

The sheriff left the doctor's office and re- 
turned to his own place. There he was greeted 
roughly by Ben Binder. 



"Those blasted redskins got one of my best 
riders. What are you going to do about it? If 
they get away with this, not one of us will be 
safe. We can run them right off their grounds. 
Just say the word and my boys are at your 
command." 

"All that we have at present is merely the 
fact that an arrow killed Peter lowery," re- 
plied the sheriff. "We have to get the man who 
shot that arrow." 

"If you got eyes in you/ head you would 
have searched the spot where it happened," 
snapped back the owner of the Bar-X ranch. 
"Sure, there must have been some clues left 
behind." 

Sheriff Mac Monrego thought quickly as he 
was about to answer. It might be best to tell 
exactly what he found. 

"I found two clues. Moccasin prints and the 
feet that an Indian pony was used. I am going 
out to see Chief Long Feather and hear what 
he has to say." 

"That lyin' redskin will deny everything. But 
I know he won't fool you," conceded Ben 
Binder. 

It was late at night when the sheriff rode 
into the Indian camp. Several fires were still 
burning. An Indian brave took his mount and 
the law officer was escorted to the tepee of 
the chief. 

"Welcome, my friend," greeted a thin old 
man. "Many moons have passed since my eyes 
saw you. ft must have been important for you to 
come at this hour." 

Sheriff Mac Monrego handed the chief an ar- 
row. He quickly explained what had happened. 

"The arrow is one used by my braves. But 
why should we want to kill any man? Are we 
not dependent upon you for protection and for 
food when the winter becomes too cold? The, 
t««ffalo hunts have not produced much in the 
jAast three years. Either the arrow was lost or 
stolen. I shall assemble my braves.and tell them 
what happened." 

The drums were beaten and soon all the 
Indians came to hear what their beloved and 
respected chief had to say. They were fright- 
ened, for the implication of what might follow 
was clear. 

"I am going to rid* back to town tonight," 
said the sheriff. "I have a feeling somebody 
else will be attacked. And I think t know the 
reason. Definitely to put the blame on you 
and force you and your people off your land." 

For the next week things were peaceful and 
then late on a Friday afternoon another rider- 
less horse came into town. The sheriff end a 
group of volunteers went out again. This time 



they found the lifeless body of Mike Burrows. 
And another arrow! The temper of the men was 
bitter and without a word they rode in all 
directions. The sheriff knew what they were 
planning to do. Get their friends together and 
drive the Indians off their land. 

In the morning the town of Newton City was 
full of armed cowboys, miners, and even some 
of the new settlers. 

"There comes a time in the West," shouted 
Ben Binder, "when we got to be our own vigi- 
lante group. Either you are with us or against 
us, sheriff." 

The answer came as a complete surprise to 
the owner of the Bar-X ranch. 

'"I want justice more than anyone here. For 
I have taken an oath to enforce the law. And 
that I will do. I will ride with you to the Indian 
villa"ge. But before you do any shooting, I want 
to do some talking.'* 

The sullen group of men rode behind the 
sheriff. They would have much preferred that 
he remain behind. Then with rifle and six- 
shooter they could have finished every redskin. 
Now it might be different. When they came to 
the village not an Indian was to be seen. 

"The cowards are inside their tepees," shout- 
ed Ben Binder. "Let's give them a lesson they'll 
never forget. They got two of our men. Now 
we'll get 'em all." 

Suddenly a bugle sounded. The flaps of the 
tepees were thrust aside and a group of soldiers 
under the command of Captain Henry J. Thorn 
assembled before the astonished eyes of the 
mounted men. The army officer went over to 
Ben Binder. 

"You are under arrest for the murder of two 
men and for illegally invading on- Indian 
reservation." 

"He's crazy, sheriff," protested Ben Binder. 
"Explain things fo-him." 

"That I did," was the unexpected answer. 
"You stole arrows but the wrong ones. The 
shape of an iron head indicates its use. Hunting 
arrows have long, tapering blades. The war ar- 
row has a short, sharp blade, like a lancet. 
No Indian would attack a man with a hurrting 
arrow, but only with a war arrow. Mistake 
number one. You wore moccasins but the Indian 
toes inward, and you toed outward. You were 
seen by a group of braves during the second 
ambush. Why? Because you found out there 
was coal on the land and wanted it for your- 
self. My reliable deputy went for the soldiers. 
Anything to say?" 

And what can a man who knows he is 
doomed say? 

THE END 
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6OO011 HAVE SOME CHORES TLH DO.' 
TAKE THE CHAIR INSIDE THE KITCHEN.' 
yUH'LL FINP EVERYTHING YUH NEED IN 
THAR--- BOARDS, A SAW AND A POT OF 
C5LUE.' TAKE ONE OF THE BOARDS, 
SAW OUT A PIECE THE SIZE Of THE 
CHAIR SEAT AND SLUE IT ON/ 
IT'U BE EASY 
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LONGHORN LEGENDS 



<1k EVOLUTION of the 
COWBOY HAT 

Each anp eveRV part 
of we coweoyte togs 

CCLOTHB*) CAMS INTO BEINS 
FC>B HI* CWM INPlV/PUAL. L)«e- 
THBV W6R6 M0P6L6P IWKMt/ 
V£AB# OF TRIAL AWP6RTOE! 
WHILE STYLE* AMP TVPE* 
FOB PIFF6BEHT PART'S Op 
THE RAIN* VARtgP,*T«-L 
1MB *A/WE eBNEBAi- SCMEAIf 
EVENTUALLY APPEAREP, 
PB0V6M By IT* PRACT/CAL- 
06B, CCAtFOBT ANP 
SIMPLICITY, 




BBMlNP MB *0/METlMg, TO TBIL SOV } 
HOW TH' COWBOf GOT Hi* 
TEN GALLON HAT; 
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' BACK (N TH' &00Q CLP PAYS, THIS WAS MAN'S 
COUNTRY - CHUCK FULL TO OVERFLOWS ' 
WITH BUFFALO, LONSHORN CATTLE, INJUNS, 
ANP ©UN TOTIN- H6 MEN -- LIKE i YAM... 



*1mbt olp time home-res' come from all 
carts of what was wen th'. dnitep 5tat69- 
veh-anp from furrin' parts a© well. 
They wol>lp come a© per as saint lows 
by train, or boat. saint lows bein' th 1 

JOMPIN' Off PLACE , yOU MlfiHT SAY ! 




" SPAIg OP »£M LOOKW SACK OVER THVR 
0HODLPEB&- A RUNNIN' AWAY FROM TH' 
LAW! 50MB JE9' KIPS' LIKS YOU, SEBKIV 

apvbmturb i i was one op we/w kips- 

^CHUCKLE ) 



* SOKE WEARIN'CITV CLOTHE* - SOME WEARIN' 
M« PLAIN HOME 2V0H. El'T. ALL HAT* WUP- 
MAPB FROM BEAVER FUR -ONLY THING A HAT 
COULP BE MAPEOF AT THAT TiAtE. SHORE 
WAS TH' PAY FB* BEAVER- TRAPPERS ANP 
BUFFALO HUNTER6. 




BUT, AFTER A FEW PAYS OF BREAKIN'A BRSNK, 
CHASIN' BUFFALO, OR JES RlPlN'TH' BV»W- 
THSM HIGH- MATER BEAVER HAT* SHORE Pip 
PERISH . 



" W SROAP RIA1 FLAT CROWN* THET WUZ 
WORN BY COUNTRY BOYS - THEV STOOP UP TO 
TH' WEAR ANP TEAR- PKSHT WELL -CONSIPERlN'. 1 
WE CALLEP THEM *W FORTY NlNERS'EZ 
MOST UV THEM WUI WORN BY FELLERS 
WHAT WENT IN FER MININ' AN' «gCH. 
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"ABOUT THET TIME,£Z I R6CIUBCT IT, A 
CITV FELLER. - A HAT A4AKER- BY PER- 

feshun - comb out to see -w wilp 
west ; well , sir , pisht awav He see-o 
we nebpbp a speshul. hat - 



"he pipn't stay with 0* ions -went rksht 
back to th' city anp in no time he wz. 
back with a hew wnpa hat .' we named 
it w *hoss«an's hat'-it hap a 
narrpw stiff splm with a low crown- 
kinpa press? — 




• th' soy* pipn't jes zactly tak0 to 
this hat; it pipn't kebp th' sun oota th' 
eves , anp that stiff prim wul on- 
comfortable ! as per th' crown -well, 
it m/uz wuthless - m/oulpn't holp a spoon- 
ful o' water ! - 



" SO THET HAT MAN IBlEP AGlN! THIS TIME HE 
SKOWEP tip WITH A WIPE PRIM ANP TH' 
CROWN HIGHER "ANP IT WUZ MAPB OUTA 
SOME KINPA STUFF HE CALLEP FELT. IT 
WUZ ALL HUNKY-PORY WHEN NEW- BUT 
AFTER. WEARIW IT A WHILE, IT SOT SO 
FtOPPr IT WUZN'T PRACTICAL - 




» VEZZIP , THET HAT LACKEP SOMSTHIN' ! THEW > 
ONE PAY THET HAT MAN SEEP ONE OF TH' 
BOYS HAP STRINGS TiEP TO TH'BRIM ANP 
SUN UP OVER TM' CROWN - THIS HELP TH' 
BRIM OP I ALSO, HE SEEN ANOTHER- COW- 
BOY WATERIN' HIS HOSS OUTA HIS HAT! - 



''SAYlN' "I OOT IT NOW)" THET HAT MAM 
RDSHEP BACK TO TH' CITY ANP IN A FEW 
WEEKS HE RETURNEP - WITH A WIPE ROLLEP 
RIM THAT PIPN'T FLOP, ANP A HIGH CROWN.' 
A HAT THAT LOOKBP LIKE A CROSS 
'TWEEN A M61ICAN SOMBRERO ANP A UMBREUA- 
WELL SIR I THOT TH' BOYS- WOULP PIE LAFFlN' 
AT IT-OOSH,BUT IT W01 A WHOPPER ! - 
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" sut, poS-my-cats- \rn iw &oy# pipwt 

TAKE T0 TMET NEW HAT LIKE APUCkTAKES 

to wATe*- they tbs srAMPEPep th'mail. 
obper house rep -meM ecu -set- settee* : 



«wg NAMEP IT «-M< TEN OMI.0N #Tett".' 

vfziib , TMBf UAT KtJZ J6S WHAT \»g YYANIBP- 
WE COULP USE IT F6P- A SYASW PAN ■ • • 




:.OFs COULP WATBB. OUR HOSSBS -OB US6 
IT FEB TO PRINK OUT OF OURSELVES ! 




"IT WUZ A ALU R0UN0 WEATHER HAT--INTM' 
SUMMER, TH' HISH CROWN PERTECfeP OUB. 
KAIPS FROM TM' HEAT - ANP TH' WIPE (SlM 

pgfmsirrep us from th'Slare of th'Sun 1 .' 

AL*0,IT KEP' U£ PRY FROM TH' RAIN *ANP 
IN TM' WINTER VJ6 T'EP OUR HANPKBtfCHISFS 
'ROUNP TM' TOP-- ll AiAPE A GI50P CAP ! 




"VEZZIP, MIHEK) WE WUZ PREgSEPUPlN ONE OF 
TW6M TEN GALLON HAT&, FANCY BOOTS, RiPiN' 
A FORTY POLLAR DAPPLE ON A SI* POLLAP- 
gRONK , WEWUZ. 0HOR6 CllTTW K66N. 




"SUT, 1MBM NEW SOM-BER-REROS MAPE OF, 
FELT SHORE 6ROU&HT ON A LOT O' FOEPlN. 
YOU £EE, BY US1N'FEI.T INST6AP OF 8EAVER- 
FL*B- 8EAVER PELT* WUZN'T WUTH A PLU66EP 
NICKEL.' TM 1 TRAPPERS SOT ON TM' PROP EVEBV 
Tl*ie THEY SEEN ONE OF THEAl TEN GALLON 
FELT HATS -AN VO&aOHi IF'N THEY WCULPN'T 
UP ANP SHO0T i EM FULL OF HOLES! 




'NAT£HAU.Y, THIS SKWTItf' OUS HATS FlUA HOLES 

maps us cowboys sore - we went in top. 

SOME REAL SSEIOUS FUBPlN' - LEAP *HPR6 
WUZ FLYIN' ROUNP PgRMISKIS ! 
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WHY, I RBMSMSep ONS TOB I HAP MV HAT WHfll 

ubp pown to mv chin - it was real 

s'msarsssin': 




" Twer spysopb maps «» so map j went out 
huntin' fer one or »M stovepipe totiN' 

HOMBRSS -J FOUNP ONE' AH', I SHi'RF PIP 
Mg A JOB ON THAT FBulERS WA* SON/VST ! 
PUT - IMAGINE MV /MORTIFICATION WHEN I FOUNP 
OUT HE WUZ A S*V - FILET . 



"WBLL.THET PUT A STOP TO #¥K RMWMI'I WOOTIN' 
UPAHOMBRE'* HAT WHICH AWT frfW NO «« -WHI- 
LST ALONf HIM BEIN'A SKY-H-r". .::'■; WDZN'f 
iveaTeuN tuner- m the. su.- : "- " thi a «oop 
SPORT, SN' HE SHOWP ue HOK >>e rsuip stop 
LEAP SLIN&IN' By CHANGING STYLE Of CHIji 
HATS SO'S IT WOULDN'T BE SO TEMPTIN' .' WE 
CALLEP IT TH' "MONTANA CRUSH". 




SOME DV TH' 80V* PRIFTEP SOUTH TO TH 1 BORPEP, 
ANP WHEN THSV COME'P BACK. , THgV WORE TH' 
CROWN OF THUG HATS PEAKSPOR POINTSP 
AT TH' TOP- AN'THEV WUZ WNPA UPPITV OH 
ACCOUNT THE)' HAP PONE SOASS TRAVEL -LIN'/ 
WS CALLEP THAT " CUTTIN TH 1 REO" -, " 
AISANW'fH'SV HAP Been PPWN MEXICO WAV .' 



"WHICH 1 CRAV6P TO PO-AFT5C HEARIN' THL>R TALES- 
'BOUT TH'MEAlCAN SES- NOP -£ATYS, SUNSHINE, 
AN' GiTTAB PLAYIN' &AV- CA& -A- L6ROS". 





Mr I RSCKDN MOOX TM' M*T U46 WB MACS tfP 

tmsm Ten GAuait »wi-si«-sefiR Og • ^ - • 
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".,, «w cmmr fwme swwg* Ative - • 

iSZZ&,\H 'iiSM PM& 1UBTWZA APT! 




" W0'P BOTTte TMEia PlZBM Up KSAL FANCV 
UKB, AN' SAVS IT." 




* V J- pw*0 
what Jl eeuw'i 

W>fi A. THIS! 7. 

pip ypu JL_LA 

tt*6 THAT y" , 




^tr*w ^fft 


jl ^mm 


J** '-^-*^&£*~ r 7J*'' ' 


is Hf' e t : s » 







- AW #Hltt . BUTTONS - PCW fW No NBV6(» AMNP 
18 THAT BOVV- 1.ES6P OLP SABBV! 1 ROVt WflM 
HIM A SOOP MANV VEAR& - UNTIU A BRONK | 
ClAVtlBP ME UP! BUT I RECKON' HE 1 * A 
6C0P H0M8RS re Tig TO, 




wmmmo 

•THE SAT'5 MEOW/' 
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jumping sutthj^alls, yftiow! w ' 



> LOOK AT ASSENT- , \f SHOfJE IS 
■M!KP£(7 AS£UNATW>7 A SATTcfTECi 

> — _____ .-' V»P' >ai 
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SHERIFF SUM DAGGLE stops by the 

~%AR NOTHING RANCH one morning to 

find Gabby Hayes oddly occupied... 
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FOR. SHAME i 



DOGGONE. IT, I'M SETTING 
POWERFUL ANGRVi IT'S OVER , 
A MONTH SINCE HOPKINS BOUSHT J 
MUH HOSS, BUT HE HASN'T PAID . 
FER IT VETJ 





►^ HUH? THAT'S ^v> 
HOPKINS COMINS \ 
HYAR NOW IN1TH | 
THE HOSS I SOLD / 

. HIM/ / 
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LISTEN HYAR, 

HILL BILLY, I'M 

NOT AT ALL 

SATISFIED WITH 

THIS HYAR 

ANIMAL -' 




